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itll Take Some Convincing 


Author's Notes: 
Hello! Cain is back! | tried to hold off on smut for a while but to no avail.. Ill try and get my other WIP fic 


(Princely Nature) updated soon. School and work is a bit time consuming, Imao. Anyways, enjoy! 


School meant nothing to Sigurd compared to what music did, and that's probably why he barely showed up to 
class in the first place. He was so focused with his band and his new friends from Darkthrone that he didn't 
put effort into his studies. As a matter of fact, he was planning to drop out. 


Kjetil, on the other hand, was a dedicated student with a reverse exterior. He was brilliant in math and science, 
but not so much music. He had a drum set, yes, but he didn't practice much. Most of the time he was off in 
his own little world, and that world involved Sigurd, who was his underclassman. He thought the younger man 
was very intelligent and creative, but the news of him planning to drop out made him nervous. Sigurd was one 
of his few friends here, besides Gylve, Ted and Eithun. Sigurd meant more to him than most things, he made 
him feel happy. He didn't want him to leave. 


And he'd do anything to keep him here. 


"This isn't like you," Sigurd muttered, following Kjetil into the gymnasium. Right now they were supposed to be 
meeting up with the others at the corner of the campus to smoke a bit, but the older student had different 


motives in mind. "Where're we going?" 


Its a surprise. l'm not telling." Kjetil found the door to the closet, a big room with extra physical education 
equipment, and opened it. He pushed Sigurd inside and followed, locking the door behind him. 


"Okay. What are we here for?" 


"Why're you planning to drop out? The other guys don't wanna see you go." Kjetil sounded.. incredibly sad. His 
big eyes casted down at the floor. 


"Because | want to. | don't care to be here anymore and my attendance is obviously showing it" The younger 
man ran a hand through his long blonde hair. "Why? What difference does it make if | leave? You've got Fenriz, 
Ted, Eithun." 


"I like you more, though. If you left I'd be fucking alone here." Kjetil shifted closer, crossing his arms over his 


chest. 

"No you wouldn't" 

"Yes, | would” He thought for a second. "What can | do to make you stay?" 

"Kjetil, nothing will make me stay, alright? I'll sneak on campus to visit you guys. Does that help?" 

"No.." The upperclassman got closer, moving Sigurd against the back wall. "Tell me. How can | make you stay?" 
"You can't, dammit. No- what're you... doing?" 


Kjetil slid down on to his knees, his hands running up Sigurd's thighs. His big eyes were hazed over in what 


looked like lust. 


"I think | can convince you." A smile crept on his face, his fingers moving expertly to undo the underclassman's 


belt and the fly of his jeans. 


Sigurd's heart raced. He knew what Kjetil was planning, that little minx, but my did it contrast greatly from his 
bored, calculating exterior. He gripped the windowsill behind him with both hands, bracing himself. 
The older student pulled Sigurd's half-hard cock out, staring at it. It was rather impressive. 


"S-Stop looking at it like that, you weirdo," Sigurd laughed under his breath, trying to look at something- 
anything -that could distract him. His sharp blue eyes found a calendar on the wall with a picture of some 
kittens on it, and he focused on that. 


Soon that focus was broken as he felt Kjetil's tongue run up the backside of his shaft, then the head. He 
shuddered and let his eyes close. Kjetil spit on to it, trying to make it easier to take into his mouth, and let his 
hand stroke it slowly. It got harder, and he smiled. Finally he stared up at the younger man as he slowly took it 
back into his mouth. Sigurd keened as Kjetil began to move his head back and forth. 


"W-What the fuck, Kjetil.. | knew your-aah-hands were talented but.. shit, your mouth is t-too.” 


Kjetil hummed in delighted response, and Sigurd's hips jerked forward. Of course, the drummer thought, that's 
a virgin for you. Despite that he was absolutely enthusiastic to have this man, his friend and bandmate, 
whimpering and gasping over him. That made him feel like he had the upper hand here. He pulled Sigurd's cock 


out of his mouth and ran his tongue over the head. 


"Hm. Are you surprised?" the older student asked, looking up at Satyr's bright eyes. "I can do a lot more than 
this, you know." 


Sigurd's heart skipped a beat and he bit his lip, closing his eyes as Kjetil put him back in his mouth, taking in all 


of him. His mouth fell into a silent gasp, and Kjetil began to move again but faster. The younger man put his 
hand in the upperclassman's hair and guided him to take more in, much to his own delight. 


"Holy shit- oh, fuck, I'm close-" 
Kjetil let go and kept his hand moving on Sigurd's shaft. "Go ahead, l'm not stopping you." 


"Y-Yeah but-" Sigurd let out a small moan as Kjetil took him in again, moving slow and steady. At this rate he 


was inevitably going to cum in the senior's mouth, and he wasn't sure if he should. 


Kjetil glanced up and saw Sigurd's hand over his mouth, face tinged red, chest rising and falling quickly with his 
gasps. He could feel him throbbing in his mouth and he moved his hand quicker. It was a much better sight 
than that stern look he always had. 


Sigurd could feel his knees get weak and a tightness formed in the pit of his stomach. He wanted to tell Kjetil 
to move but it was too late; he gripped the windowsill tighter and moaned loudly as he came, his orgasm 


running through him like a heatwave. Looking down he saw that Kjetil hadn't moved once, but stayed in place 
and slowly took his dick out of his mouth. 


Then the realization hit him. 
"Oh fuck, Kjetil m sorry-" 


The upperclassman held his hand up and stayed still, swallowing in the load that was in his mouth. Sigurd 


stared at him in awe and complete arousal, and Kjetil smiled. 


"Don't be. Like | said | can do much more than that." He pushed some of his long hair out of his face. "So, do 
you think you'll stay?" 


Sigurd thought for a second, playing with the ends of his blonde locks. "Well.. maybe if you'll show me what 


else you can do. After school." 


A seductive smirk rose on Kjetil's face and he got closer, almost to where their noses could touch. He spoke 


quietly: 


"Deal." 


